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As for my arrival in Ithaca, I came with my own ship and crew
across the wine-dark sea. We are bound for the foreign port of
Temese with a cargo of gleaming iron, which we mean to trade
for copper. My ship is not berthed near the city, but over there
by the open country, in Reithron Cove, under the woods of
Neion. As for our families, the ties between them go a long way
back, as the old lord Laertes would tell you if you went and
asked him. For I gather that he no longer comes to town, but
lives a hard and lonely life on his farm with an old woman-
servant, who puts his food and drink before him when he has
tired himself out by dragging his legs up and down his vineyard
on the hill.
'The reason for my presence here is this. I actually heard that
he was home -1 mean your father. And though it seems that the
gods are putting every difficulty in his way, I still maintain that
the good Odysseus is not dead, but alive somewhere on earth.
I think he must be on some distant island out in the sea, in the
hands of enemies, savages no doubt, who keep him there by
force. Now I am no seer or soothsayer, but I will venture on a
prophecy to you - one that I feel is inspired and will come true.
Your father will not be exiled much longer from the land he
loves so well, not even if he's kept in irons. Trust Odysseus to
get free: he always finds a way.
'But tell me, are you really Odysseus' son? How you have
grown! You certainly have his head and his fine eyes. The like-
ness is startling to one who met him as often as I did, though that
was before he embarked for Troy and the Argive captains all
set out in their great ships. From that day to this, Odysseus and
I have never set eyes on each other.'
Telemachus answered discreetly. 'My friend,' he said, * I shall
be candid too. My mother certainly says I am Odysseus* son;
but for myself I cannot tell. It's a wise child that knows its own
father. Ah, if only I were the son of some lucky man overtaken
by old age in the midst of his belongings! As it is, and since you
ask me, the man whose son they say I am is the most unfortunate

